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“If  I had  the  least  bit  of  wisdom 

I could  follow  the  path  of  the  Tao  quite  well 
My  only  fear  would  be  trying  to  go  my  own  way 
The  Great  Path  is  simple  and  direct 
Yet  people  take  the  side-routes 

See  how  magnificent  the  courts  have  become 
The  women  are  dressed  in  colorful  gowns 
The  men  carry  well-crafted  swords 
Food  and  drink  overflow 
Wealth  and  finery  abound 
Yet  in  the  shadow  of  all  this  splendor 
The  fields  grow  barren 
The  granaries  are  empty 

I say  this  pomp  at  the  expense  of  others 

Is  like  the  boasting  of  thieves  after  a looting 
Surely  it  is  contrary  to  Tao 

Surely  it  cuts  against  the  grain  of  the  whole  empire” 

Lao  Tzu  as  translated  by  Jonathan  Star 
Tao  Te  Ching  Verse  53 
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Sage 

by  Thomas  Struska 

turn  listen  look  around 
catch  the  flipped  sunshine  arc 
rubies  on  the  reverb 
country  hardass  hipster 
transcendental  daddy 

wind  blows  from  the  east 
carries  the  scent 
of  dead  bodhisattvas 
inhabiting  the  old  quarter 
on  the  other  side  of  town 

life  flies  by 

one  day  looking  back 
from  a mirror 
alive  for  no  eyes 
but  your  own 
once  again  flip 
the  sunshine  arc 
it  still  works 

its  a miracle  of  modern  science 

that  is  to  say 
it  saves  you 

from  a lifetime  subscription 
to  the  middle  of  the  road 

remember 

old  habits  die  hard  deaths 
behind  closed  doors 
an  old  man  in  dank 
one  room  living  on  canned  soup 
and  state  remembrance 


flip  the  sunshine  arc 
young  man  words  burned 
and  beautiful  like  dylan  on  mesc 
let  yourself  breathe 
before  the  cold  sets  in 

flip  the  sunshine  arc 
until  it  don’t  flip  no  more 
ride  a honky  tonk  road  sometime 
stir  the  dead  bodhisattvas 
see  what  they  got  to  say 

time  dies  an  old  man’s  death 
its  all  there 

ride  down  that  hillbilly  highway. 
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Dancing 

Ballerinas 

by  Gwen  Ames 


Darkness  settles  in. 

Gnarled  sheets  wrap  her  midriff, 
as  she  clutches  the  neatly  stitched  border 
with  her  five  frail  fingers 
really  strong  for  her  age, 
yet  too  small, 
too  weak. 

Noises  from  the  dark  alarm  her 
as  she  pretends  to  sleep, 
eyes  tightly  shut  with  rehearsed  pose; 
viewing  dancing  ballerinas 
on  the  inside  of  her  eyelids; 
whimsically  colored  clouds  engulf  them. 

Feet  shuffle  across  the  floor 
from  the  distance,  and  sweep  the  dust 
upon  creaking  planks  under  her  bedroom  door. 
Dance,  ballerinas,  dance! 

Faster  and  faster! 
running  in  outstretched  arms. 
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Almost  breathless  from  an  episode 
of  fainting  heart  and  cloudy  head, 
a familiar  figure  closely  cuddles. 


front  to  back  in  unsafe  bed, 
warming  a body... 
that  became  cold. 

Calloused  palms  stroke  unbending  arms. 

Bold  colors  replace  dancing  figures. 

Inaudible  music  roars  as  jungle  drums 
lift  her  nightgown 

and  in  darkness 

sweeps  away  colors. 

Fireballs  shoot  through  the  clouds 
from  unseen  cannons. 

Feeling  her  legs  again  but  believing 
this  time  they  will  break 
stomach  cramps  intrude... 
clouds  drift  away 

Fireworks  rapidly  under  fire 
as  the  shadow  hovers. 

Legs  will  break  this  time! 

Her  body  arches 

with  forced  movements... 
not 


in  response. 

Ballerinas-  look  for  ballerinas- 
jumping  through  the  air- 
frenzied-  spinning  and  spinning- 
consuming themselves  with  dizziness 
moving  the  pain... 
to  her  head. 

Silence  protects  her  illusions 
of  losing  love, 

purchased  with  whispers  of  words 
that  have  repeated  themselves  often 
along  with  threats... 
to  tell  no  one. 
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Mouse  in  the 

Mirror 


by  Diana  Hatton 
It  turns 

and  moves  with  me 
It  copies 
my  activity 
I think  I see 
a mouse  I do  not  know 

It  does  not  look  like 

my  friend 

who  lives  with  me 


enemy 
Could  it  be 

a mouse  I do  not  know 

I place  my  paws 

upon  the  see-through  wall 

to  get  a better  look 

you  see 

at  this  mouse 

who  is  string  back 

at  me 

who  does  not  have  a smell 
Maybe  it  is  not 
a mouse  at  all 
The  thing  that  is  in 
the  see  through  wall 
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Noon 

Shadow 

by  Catherine  Plunkett 
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Dress 

Rehearsal 

Rag 

by  Keith  Barlog 

She  placed  the  handset  cautiously  on  the  receiver  produc- 
ing a faint  click.  A single  arching  40-watt  desk  lamp  lit  the  living 
room,  the  dull  coat  of  primer  paint  absorbing  the  light,  smothering 
the  reflection.  The  room  appeared  candlelit  with  the  drowsy  lamp 
lifting  the  yellow-orange  milieu.  Midway  across  the  room  the  light 
seemed  disrupted,  as  if  by  some  outside  influence  it  was  halted,  or 
maybe  the  light  just  decayed  in  the  prevailing  darkness.  The  oppo- 
site walls  bookshelf,  TV  stand,  and  framed  portraits  were  painted 
in  the  shadow.  Head  stooped  downward,  she  examined  the  sinewy 
veins  along  her  hands  and  wrists,  slightly  raised  like  straws,  an 
elaborate  system  her  limbs  used  to  drink  from  the  heart.  'What 
ugly  rough  hands,'  she  thought,  'in  an  office  most  my  life  and  I 
have  the  hands  of  a housemaid.  I haven't  even  mowed  the  lawn 
since  I was  thirteen,'  she  thought,  as  her  mind  disputed  the  toll 
time  had  taken. 

She  settled  back  in  the  reclining  office  chair,  emitting  an 
arresting  metal  on  metal  screech,  piercing  the  once  silent  room. 
She  prostrated  herself,  staring  meditatively  at  the  ceiling,  envelop- 
ing herself  in  the  deadening  silence  that  can  only  be  found  after  a 
loud  piercing  noise.  She  began  studying  the  dust  particles  floating 
on  his  eyes,  following  the  microscopic  snaking  specs  and  dots  with 
her  pupils,  back  and  forth,  as  they  moved  across  the  white  ceiling 
backdrop.  She  tried  making  a game  out  of  it,  trying  to  keep  the 
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specs  still  enough  to  study  the  shapes.  She  remembered  as  a 
child  discovering  the  shapely  snakes  for  the  first  time,  her  recogni- 
tion of  it  scaring  her  as  she  thought  they  were  scratches  on  her 
eyes,  upsetting  herself  enough  to  run  crying  to  her  mother. 
Boredom  taking  over  the  silly  game,  she  recoiled  from  the  chair 
and  in  one  impetuous  motion,  threw  herself  to  her  feet. 

She  made  her  way  into  the  kitchen  and  opened  the  beige 
refrigerator  door.  The  light  crept  out  painting  her  face  in  whiteness. 
"Wheat  bread,  E&J  Brandy,  apricot  jelly,  Skippy  peanut  butter, 
ketchup,  mustard,  salsa.  Starfish  tuna god  I need  to  go  shop- 

ping," she  mumbled  moving  items  around  searching  for  a hidden 
delight.  This  unexpected  night  at  home  with  nothing  to  eat  left  her 
stomach  growling  in  the  silence.  "Gotta  make  something,"  she  said 
settling  with  peanut  butter  and  jelly.  The  end  pieces  of  the  bread 
usually  thrown  to  the  birds,  were  all  that  remained  in  the  bag  and 
they  were  hardening  with  age.  She  spread  the  chunky  peanut  but- 
ter, with  "Super  Crunch"  on  first,  careful  not  to  break  the  coarse 
wheat  bread.  She  spread  the  saffron-  colored  apricot  jelly  on  the 
other  piece.  She  liked  the  peanut  butter  side  extra  thick,  the  jelly 
applied  just  for  the  compliment,  rather  than  the  sweet  taste  itself. 
Placing  the  two  pieces  together  she  went  over  and  sat  on  the  lily 
patterned  couch,  adorned  with  little  white  doilies  on  each  arm,  all 
given  to  her  by  her  mother  when  she  moved  from  home  all  those 
years  ago.  Remote  in  hand,  the  power  button  was  pushed  and  the 
television  turned  on  with  a static  thump. 

"Two  doctors  at  the  Hinderdine  Clinic  on  44th  and  King  road 
where  shot  to  death  in  the  parking  lot  in  what  seems  to  be  an  act 
of  Pro-life  extremists.  The  Belson  police  Department  has  arrested 
no  suspe.  . . couldn't  even  leave  my  apartment  without  getting 
dizzy  and  anxious.  My  doctor  prescribed  Paxil,  and  although  hesi- 
tant, I decided  to  take  the  chance.  Now  I feel  I've  put  on  a new 
face  and  can  go  out  into  the  world  with  confidence.  My  sister  com- 
mented on  the  remarkable  turnaround  in  my  attitude  and  overall 
happiness.  If  you  know  anyone,  or  yourse. . . Bitch!  You'd  screw 
anyone  wouldn't  you?!  Fuck  you!  What  is  your  cunt  a free  gift  with 
dinner  and  dancing?  Shut  up  I've  put  up  with  your  'stress  problem' 
crap  for  six  months.  I work  my  ass  off  seventy  hours  a week  so 
when  I get  home-hell  I don't  need  to  justify  myself,  it  happens  to  a 
lot  of  guys  and  How  long  was  I supposed  to  wait  for  you  to  feel  up 
to  it  again?  Oh,  so  you  run  around  with  your  head  in  every  guys 
lap?..." 
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Tossing  the  remote  against  the  cushion  beside  her,  she 
stood  up  and  went  again  into  the  kitchen.  ‘Huh,  the  kitchen  light 
looks  about  dead,  need  to  change  that,’  she  thought.  She  walked 
up  to  the  fridge,  her  bare  feet  slapping,  sticking,  and  smacking  on 
the  cool  white  and  gray  linoleum.  She  scoured  the  condiments 
waiting  for  that  new  item  to  appear  again.  ‘A  peach?-  Oh  Christ,  a 
peach  would  be  excellent  right  now;  the  fuzzy  skin  and  the  mushy 
dripping  inside,’  she  thought,  imagining  herself  eating  the  fruit, 
habitually  sucking  the  pit  for  flavor  when  all  else  was  eaten.  She 
picked  up  the  tuna,  hesitated,  then  placed  it  back  on  the  shelf.  She 
always  considered  tuna  repulsive  without  mayonnaise.  She  pushed 
the  fridge  door  closed  and  walked  back  into  the  room  behind  the 
couch  facing  the  television. 

“...rains  around  midday  tomorrow,  but  after  that  it  should 
clear  up  for  a beautiful  day,  in  the  mid  80’s,  with  just  a few  clouds 
left  over  from  the  showers.  All  you  beach  goers  should  be  happy 
about  that.  Let’s  take  a look  at  the  seven  day  forecast,  shall  we? 

As  you  can  see  it  should  be  a fine  week,  low  humidity  around 
50%,  temperatures  high  around  88  to  90,  sunny,  with  a little  wind 
coming  in  from  the  Southwest,  but  lookout  for  this  weekend  cause 
we  have  got  rain.” 

‘Rain  isn’t  so  bad  when  it  is  warm,’  she  thought,  ‘what’s  the 
big  deal  about  getting  a little  wet?’  But  cold  weather  bothered  her, 
making  her  shoulder  ache  from  the  shoulder  dislocation  last  winter. 
‘What  was  the  problem  with  all  these  people?-waiting  for  weather 
to  dictate  how  their  following  day  or  week  went,’  she  continued, 
wishing  she  herself  could  have  such  simple  worries  like  thunder- 
storms and  traffic.  She  was  tired  of  waiting  for  something  better,  a 
ticket  of  admission  into  the  common  but  malleable  life.  But  no,  tired 
is  all  she  felt,  like  sagging  drapes  made  out  of  linen  sheets,  inert 
and  exhausted  by  the  gravitation  of  life.  Her  father  had  always  lec- 
tured her  about  men  when  she  was  growing  up.  “Men  are  only 
after  one  thing. ..you’re  just  a piece  of  meat  to  them,”  he  would  say. 
She  never  understood  his  thinking:  “Sex  isn’t  a four-letter  word  to 
be  shocked  about.  I’m  the  one  that  allows  it  anyway,”  she  argued, 
her  squinted  eyes  looking  in  bewilderment  at  her  stern  father.  But, 
the  lectures  always  persisted. 

Stepping  out  of  the  kitchen,  she  turned  left  into  the  bath- 
room and  flipped  on  the  light/fan  combo  switch,  the  engine  hum  of 
the  fan  drowning  out  the  television’s  disturbances  as  she  shut  the 
door;  her  brain  going  awry  as  she  confronted  her  own  image  in  the 

15 


mirror.  She  felt  squeezed  as  the  pressure  in  her  sinus  cavities 
increased,  a sensation  of  fighting  back  tears.  She  felt  like  a square 
block  being  forced  into  the  circle  slot  of  a baby  toy.  Sleep  was 
always  a good  remedy,  but  a coffee  at  lunch  started  her  once 
exhausted  body,  the  caffeine  far  exceeding  its  planned  fruition,  and 
now  she  only  wished  it  away.  Eager  to  end  this  day,  dispelling  any 
notion  of  getting  her  work  done,  she  diagnosed  a warm  bath.  She 
opened  up  a bathroom  cabinet  with  her  left  hand  and  pulled  out 
her  contact  supplies.  With  wide  opals,  gently  her  right  index  finger 
touched  each  eye  removing  a contact,  then  placed  them  in  their 
respective  concave  hollows  and  pinched  two  drops  of  cleaning 
solution  on  each.  She  returned  the  contact  case  to  the  cabinet 
shelf  below  the  Aspirin,  oral  saline  laxative,  vapor  rub,  and 
Dimetapp  PM. 

She  took  a deep  breath  and  turned  on  the  faucet,  small 
cupping  hands  reached  under,  filling,  then  leaning  over,  lightly 
tossing  the  water  against  her  flushed  face.  The  water  cleared  from 
her  eyes  revealing  her  blunted  nose,  cellophane  streams  slipping 
down;  sandy  bangs  to  cheek  bones,  cheek  bones  to  thin  upper  lip, 
lips  to  thin  chin,  forking  rivulets  that  split  through  her  concealer, 
blush  and  bronzer.  She  placed  her  hands  on  the  cold  faucet  cabi- 
net and  looked  deep  into  the  eyes  of  her  reflection  until  her  vision 
went  blurry.  A faintness  cut  in,  the  beat  quickening  in  her  breast, 
warm  rushes  flowing  to  her  shy  limbs,  the  counter  becoming  cooler 
under  her  blood  warmed  hands.  That  image  in  the  mirror,  not  her, 
but  an  actress  playing  a role;  distant,  but  in  touches  reach.  She 
began  to  recede  into  an  audience  with  sweat  and  worry  That’s 
me,’  she  abjectly  thought,  her  frail,  loosely  draped,  wide  hipped 
character  looking  back  with  a sad  stare.  The  space  surrounding 
her  brain  distended  and  contracted,  blood  red  heat  in  her  ventri- 
cles, down  the  lumpy  spine  of  this  soft  machine,  this  sperm  and 
egg  sandwich  with  a name.  ‘What  choices  have  I made-to  live 
alone-independent-free  to  choose  what  I want?  Sometimes  it’s  too 
hard  to  be  alive,’  she  reflected,  quickly  judging  her  life. 

She  eyed  some  Percodan  on  the  top  shelf  of  the  cabinet. 
With  a slow  hand  she  picked  up  the  prescription  and  placed  two  in 
her  mouth,  followed  by  two  more;  then  leaning  under  the  faucet, 
she  washed  the  tablets  down  with  frightening  ease.  “Simple 
enough,”  she  said,  “now  just  a few  more  and  then  run  the  tub”  She 
emptied  the  remaining  tabs  into  her  mouth,  tasting  a sickening  bit- 
terness as  they  began  to  dissolve  in  her  mouth.  ‘Just  swallow!’  her 
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mind  screamed.  She  bumped  out  of  the  bathroom  to  the  kitchen 
and  flooded  the  taste  down  with  some  E&J.  Returning  to  the  bath- 
room she  ran  the  tub  hot  and  sat  on  the  toilet,  waiting  patiently  for 
the  pills  to  take  action. 

The  tub  filled  steamily,  clouding  the  mirror  image  away.  She 
undressed  down  to  her  black  slip,  kicking  her  work  clothes  aside 
and  apprehensively  stepped  in,  dipping  her  toes  first  to  ease  in. 
Even  at  this  moment  her  body  shied  away  from  painful  burn.  She 
laid  back,  her  slip  clinging  like  a wet  sock.  Sinking  back,  immersing 
her  head  underwater,  she  opened  her  gentle  brown  eyes  to  see 
the  soft-white  ceiling.  Her  vision  receded,  appearing  to  her  like  she 
was  standing  on  the  ocean  floor,  looking  up  at  the  sun  rays  cutting 
through  the  water  with  the  precision  of  a doctor’s  scalpel. 

Lessened  in  feeling,  she  relaxed  and  smiled  at  her  now  floating 
spirit.  This  must  be  what  an  opium  dream  feels  like,’  she  thought. 

‘But  its its  dying.’  A darkness  hiding  nothing  began  to  pervade.  A 

nothingness  she  felt,  a nothingness  she  would  become.  ‘Can  I?’ 

All  she  felt  was  her  throat  and  her  hand  forcing  itself  inside. 
Her  wet  rubbery  skin  struggling  to  balance  on  the  tile,  finally  grab- 
bing the  seat  and  lifting  the  cover,  a poisonous  flow  erasing  itself 
from  her  body.  Remnants  of  peanut  butter  and  jelly  swirled  down 
the  bowl,  a cold  pallid  body  collapsing  to  the  floor  exhausted  but 
breathing.  ‘Just  another  dress  rehearsal,’  she  thought. 
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Untitled 

by  Patricia  Borowiak 


18 


Between 
Heaven  and 

Earth 

by  William  Marr 

a falling  apple 
suddenly  stops  midair 
unsure  of  whether  to  continue  its  course 
or  to  return  to  the  treetop 
while  the  Board  of  Education 
argues  over  the  weighty  question 
of  gravity 


19 


Hot,  Sassy 
and  Lasting! 

by  George  Sparks 

Hefting  heavy  habits  history, 
helps  hilly,  happy  harmony 
hook  handsome  hapless  hearts  as  he. 

Strutting  sexy  sultry  spontaneity 
seems  a silly,  sappy  specialty 
to  seriously,  studious  sweethearts  as  she. 

Lifting  long,  long  legs  lasciviously, 
leaves  lovers  lip-locked  lastingly 
learning  life's  luminous  longevity  as  we. 


20 


About 

Quebec 

by  Barbara  Arm b raster 

Illness  has  made  a mockery 
of  your  fine-boned  face. 

You  pee  in  my  presence, 
needing  my  help  with  the  faded 
shapeless  gown  and  the  tangled 
lines  that  trail 
down  your  chest 
like  ropes  of  pearls. 

I remember 

country  club  dances,  shimmying 
little  Black  Dresses  up  our  silky  hips 
to  squat  in  discrete  silence, 
smoking  in  the  girls'  room, 
patting  the  lacquered  layers  of  our  hair, 
tingling  with  cocktails  and  compliments. 

You  never  fail  to  tell  the  joke 
about  Quebec  when  my  mock-French 
confounded  all  the  waiters. 

You  seem  to  disremember  parts 
about  the  train-trip  when  I stared 
out  the  window,  my  teary  face 
a mirror  of  the  rain. 

We  start  to  plan  another  trip-Alaska. 

Like  any  storyteller,  I choose  my  words  with  care 
and  some  of  what  I say  is  truthful 
and  some  the  way  I'm  wanting  it  to  be. 
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Mechanized 
Health  Care 
Via  the  Ford 

Plan 

by  Robert  Gockman 

They’d  take  over  the  hospitals  and  make  them  all  linear 

As  straight  as  an  arrow  and  some  even  skinnier 

Practitioners  would  align  on  each  side  of  a belt 

At  the  end  of  the  line,  they;d  collect  at  the  gelt 

Each  plan  would  address  a certain  concern 

Like  a place  for  things  broken  , or  a place  to  matern 

Patients  alike  would  be  gathered  together 
To  be  hung  on  the  belt,  depending  on  whether 
Things  that  were  broken  were  in  common,  like  legs 
And  they’d  move  one  by  one,  being  held  up  by  pegs 
The  line  would  move  slowly,  each  station  they’d  pass 
Featured  computerized  treatment,  the  first  would  be  gas 

After  hitting  the  ether,  they’d  be  scrubbed  up  and  cleaned 
And  the  part  that  was  broken  would  be  X rayed  machined 
The  doctors  and  nurses  would  be  specialists  waiting 
For  the  next  moving  victim  with  hearts  palpitating 
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The  tools  of  their  trade  would  be  close  to  their  sides 
As  the  patients  advanced  slowly  on  these  mechanized  rides 

They  would  slice,  splint  or  sew  every  new  case  as  it  came 
And  they’d  keep  it  all  moving  -cutting  costs  is  their  game 
When  the  patient  would  come  to  the  end  of  the  line 
Our  Health  Care  would  be  billed  for  parts,  labor  and  time 
And  patients  would  beam  in  anticipation 
For  the  part  that  they  played  in  this  new  automation 

So  we  all  owe  a debt  to  the  great  Henry  Ford 
Who  deftly  attached  the  first  running  board? 

In  this  present  day  we’ve  converted  his  scheme 
To  a National  Socialized  Medical  dream 
We’ve  come  a long  way  from  Ford’s  first  motorcar 
To  the  mechanized,  sanitized  hernia  scar. 


Enlight 


by  Sarah  Lensink 

My  emotions  writhe  tonight 
Fire,  lost  I,  Which  yearns  to  fight 
Alone,  in  , do  I delight 
Tears  earned  with  too  much  might 
Says  nothing  that  I am  not  right 
All  this  work,  it  is  despite. 

Extends  my  arm  to  turn  the  light 
Given  darkness  may  incite 
Crippling  Fear,  grips  I tight 
Fingers  venturing  to  enlight 
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Cooties 

by  Jennifer  Haniger 
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Television 

Warfare 

by  William  Marr 

Guns  are  silent 
Bombs  refuse  to  explode 
The  mouths  of  talk  shows  are  dumbfounded 
And  the  intertwining  love-hate 
Of  soap  opera 
Is  cut 


No  camera  finds  its  focus 
The  TV  screen  goes  blank 


The  remote  is  hidden 
Somewhere  remote 
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Y’all  Havin’ 
Sushi? 


by  Joe  Drozd 

Y’all  havin  sushi? 

Is  what  the  man  said. 

Y’all  havin  sushi? 

Is  this  stuff  even  dead? 

Y’all  havin  sushi? 
Just  doesn’t  sound  right. 

Y’all  havin  sushi? 

I was  sick  all  night. 
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Niche 

by  Joe  Benigni 
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Ducky  Fuzz, 
Fuzzy  Duck 

by  Brian  Moore 


"Bunco!" 

John  slammed  the  book  together  and  looked  up.  The  tiles 
in  the  suspended  ceiling  bounced  in  their  frames,  dropping  bits  of 
gray  dust  onto  his  corduroy  pants.  The  neighborhood  gaggle  was 
crowded  around  card  tables  in  his  family  room,  rolling  dice,  drink- 
ing margaritas,  and  jumping  up  and  down  with  each  'Bunco.'  He 
didn't  get  their  excitement,  the  game  was  pure  luck.  The  other 
Bunco  widowers  were  equally  stumped;  he  asked  them  just  last 
month  at  the  Jansen's  holiday  party.  Neighborhood  parties  are 
always  uncomfortable  for  the  men.  The  men,  being  men,  don't 
know  each  other  well,  but  thanks  to  their  wives  and  their  all-girl 
parties,  they  know  things  about  each  other  they  shouldn't:  how 
much  the  other  guy  makes;  who  he  voted  for;  whether  he  had  a 
good  review,  or  got  a bonus  at  work.  One  family  left  the  state  after 
the  wife  leaked  it  that  her  husband  had  missed  out  on  a million 
dollar  dot  com  stock  option  windfall  by  accepting  a job  one  day  too 
late. 

John  leaned  over  and  turned  the  stereo  up  another  three 
notches.  Any  higher  and  it  would  drive  him  out  of  his  basement 
sanctuary.  Three  or  four  times  a year  his  wife  hosted  the  gals. 
When  the  kids  lived  at  home  it  was  okay;  he  would  take  them  out 
to  eat  and  then  to  the  arcade  or  to  a movie.  By  the  time  they  got 
back  it  would  be  almost  normal  - most  of  the  posse  left  by  9:30  or 
10:00.  A few  would  stay  until  Amy  walked  them  to  the  door  - the 
ones  with  babies  who  never  got  out  and  a few  of  the  empty 
nesters.  With  the  kids  on  their  own  it  was  just  John  hiding  in  his 
basement  office,  reading,  the  stereo  cranked  up  to  drown  out  their 
hyena  calls  of  'Bunco'. 
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John  shifted  in  the  old  recliner,  releasing  a dank  miasma 
from  the  padding.  When  the  de-humidifier  ran  full  time,  it  kept  the 
damp  in  check,  but  then  the  bill  was  a chest  grabber.  His  back 
hurt  - the  garage-sale  relic  extended  at  an  angle  that  twisted  his 
spine  out  of  whack.  He  pulled  the  lever  to  retract  the  foot  rest  - 
forcing  it  in  the  final  inches  with  his  calves  - better.  He  pushed 
back  into  the  chair  and  re-opened  the  Lincoln  biography:  dry  stuff 
but  he  had  vowed  that  this  time  he  would  finish  it.  Thank  God  for 
coffee.  John  reached  for  his  mug  - the  only  bit  of  class  in  the 
room.  No  office  freebie,  but  one  of  a matching  set  from 
Longaberger.  Like  Tupperware  and  Pampered  Chef,  the  wives  sell 
the  stuff  to  each  other  at  their  little  parties  - all  just  an  excuse  to 
get  together,  get  loose,  and  dish.  The  mug  sat  on  a heavy  pine 
side  table,  another  of  Amy's  garage  sale  treasures.  The  whole 
room  was  early  American  garage  sale  - the  rec  room  favorite  of 
the  70's  that  hit  the  curb  in  the  90's.  Crap!.,  out  of  coffee!  John 
looked  at  the  mug,  and  then  to  the  ceiling.  Without  more  coffee  he 
couldn't  stay  awake  late  enough  to  get  a decent  night's  sleep. 

Then  it's  up  at  Sam  with  nothing  on  but  get  rich  quick  schemes, 
miracle  diets,  cures  for  skin  problems.  Who  would  buy  such  stuff, 
and  from  such  people? 

John  grabbed  the  arms  of  the  chair,  one  thumb  hooked 
through  the  mug  handle,  and  lurched  to  his  feet.  The  last  sip  of 
coffee  splashed  to  the  carpet.  He  rubbed  it  into  the  Berber  with 
his  socked  foot  until  it  was  less  defined  and  shrugged.  With  the 
door  open  their  noise  beat  back  his  music.  Is  the  gauntlet  worth 
it?  Between  two  card  tables  at  the  top  of  the  stairs  and  then  past 
the  kitchen  table  all  creamed  with  Bunco  queens  - half  of  them 
drunk  on  margaritas.  The  host's  husband  is  always  fair  game  for 
dirty  jokes  and  butt  pinching  - he  needed  a bigger  mug. 

He  started  creeping  up  the  stairs  but  stopped  when  he  saw 
their  feet  through  the  wide  gap  at  the  bottom  of  the  door;  a do-it- 
yourselfer  screw-up  from  a decade  ago.  Their  voices  were  clear 
now,  not  just  a crowd  of  sound.  Amy's  best  friend  was  prodding 
her  for  a confession. 

"Come  on  Amy,"  Nancy  said.  "It's  your  turn  to  give  us  the 

juice." 

Now  what?  Once  she'd  come  home  with  the  masturbation 
statistics  for  all  the  teenage  boys  in  the  neighborhood.  Poor  little 
bastards:  they  never  knew  why  their  moms'  friends  gave  them  such 
strange  looks. 
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"I  don't  know,"  Amy  said.  "It  wasn't  like  that  for  me  and 
John  - it  wasn't  so...  exciting." 

Christ  - not  our  first  time!  He  may  never  come  out  of  the 
basement. 

"Amy...  Amy...  Amy."  Chanting.  Peer  pressure  the  Bunco 

way. 

"Okay.  But  it  was  sweet,  not  exciting." 

Sweet!  He  may  never  live  this  down.  Should  he  interrupt 
them?  That  might  make  it  worse  - he  could  be  forced  to  listen 
while  they  watched  him.  He  started  back  down  the  stairs  - deter- 
mined to  wait  them  out. 

"We  had  been  out  a couple  of  times...  to  the  movies...  for 
pizza...  cheap  dates.  Neither  one  of  us  had  much  money,"  Amy 
began.  "One  Sunday,  John  called  me  up  and  said  he  would  pick 
me  up  and  we  would  go  for  a walk." 

John  stopped  and  sat  on  the  stairs.  It  wasn't  about  their 
first  time  - that  came  much  later. 

"Cut  to  the  Juice...  Cut  to  the  juice." 

"I  warned  you  it  wasn't  exciting,"  Amy  said.  "Anyway...  he 
picked  me  up  and  took  me  to  a park  over  on  the  river...  the  one 
with  the  gazebo  the  little  bands  play  in?  ...  I remember  it  was  one 
of  those  first  real  warm  days...  when  the  buds  explode  from  the 
trees...  anyway  we  got  there  and  we  walked  up  along  the  edge  of 
the  river...  along  a muddy  little  path...  my  shoes  got  caked  with  it 
and  I was  wearing  clogs  - wooden  ones  - remember  those?" 

"Get  to  the  good  part." 

"Okay.  So  we  came  to  an  open  area  along  the  river  and  a 
little  duck  family  came  waddling  by.  The  mother  duck  leading  six 
perfect  little  fuzzy  babies.  John  stopped  walking  and  we  stood 
there  - perfectly  still  - as  they  passed,"  Amy  said.  "He  kept 
squeezing  my  hand..."  She  trailed  softly  off. 

"That's  it?" 

"What?  ...  no.  Then  John  said...  'Look  at  them  - aren't  they 
cute.'  And  then  I knew...  John  was  the  one...  my  one." 

John  turned  his  head  and  looked  through  the  crack.  He 
shook  his  head.  It  was  hot  that  day  - he  did  remember  that.  As  for 
the  rest  . . . 

It  had  been  one  of  those  almost-hot  spring  days.  John  had 
called  Amy  to  see  if  she  wanted  to  do  something.  They  had  been 
seeing  each  other  for  a few  weeks  and  the  more  he  saw  of  her  the 

31 


more  he  wanted  to  see  of  her.  He  hadn't  had  a real  plan  - just  to 
be  with  her...  to  hold  her  hand...  smell  her  hair...  listen  to  her 
voice. 

"Hey,"  he  said. 

"Hey  right  back  at  you,"  she  said. 

"Wanna  do  something?" 

"Sure.  What?"  Good  question.  He  should  have  planned 

ahead. 

"Ummm...  how  about  we  go  for  a hike?" 

"Okay.  Pick  me  up  in  an  hour?" 

"Sure...  Amy?" 

"Yeah?" 

"Nothing,  I guess.  I'll  see  you  then..." 

"Okay...  Bye..."  John  held  the  phone  to  his  ear.  It  was  a 
couple  seconds  before  he  heard  her  hang  up.  He  smiled  - had 
she  waited  too? 

John  pulled  into  her  folks'  driveway  a little  early  and  was 
invited  inside  to  sit  with  her  old  man  until  Amy  was  ready.  Past  the 
for-show  living  room,  through  the  Formica  and  gold  kitchen,  sweet 
with  that  morning's  pancakes  and  syrup,  and  to  the  family  room. 
The  old  man's  TV  haven.  That  day,  it  was  baseball.  On  others  it 
was  football,  or  golf,  or  bowling  even.  John  tried  to  talk  to  him  a lit- 
tle, to  make  a good  impression.  Soon,  John  would  learn  that  as 
long  as  he  echoed  the  old  fella's  comments  they  could  sit  there  for 
hours  without  talking  about  anything  real.  John  would  day  dream 
about  Amy,  or  think  about  work,  or  flip  through  old  Field  and 
Stream  magazines.  At  least  they  both  like  the  outdoors  - only 
John  liked  to  be  out  in  it  - not  on  the  couch  reading  about  it  or 
watching  it  on  TV. 

Finally,  Amy  appeared  and  John  saw  the  clogs  right  off. 
Clogs  on  a hike?  He  had  said  hike,  not  a walk  at  the  mall,  or  down 
the  street.  But  she  looked  so  cute  in  the  white  ankle  socks  that  he 
just  changed  his  plan. 

They  headed  out.  John  held  the  car  door  for  her  and  then 
skipped  around  to  his  side.  While  he  drove  they  were  mostly 
silent,  holding  hand  between  shifts. 

The  park  along  the  river  was  packed.  Families  spread  out 
everywhere:  desperate  to  seize  a quality  family  moment.  Most  in 
the  sun,  the  shade  of  the  just  blooming  ancient  black  oaks  meager 
and  unwanted.  John  parked  and  they  walked  back  through  the  lot 
to  the  entrance.  They  wandered  along  the  brick  paths,  enjoying 
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the  warm  sun  on  their  faces,  and  the  clean  spring  scents  of  new 
grass  and  blooming  flowers.  Holding  hand  and  talking  little.  Past 
cedar  benches  with  whispering  couples,  under  antique  light  poles, 
and  around  the  little  gazebo  that  on  special  days  held  a string 
quartet.  All  the  benches  were  in  use  so  they  wound  around  the 
park  several  times  before  John  spotted  the  gravel  path  leading 
away  toward  the  river.  Gravel  - halfway  between  a walk  and  a 
hike. 

"Do  you  want  to  check  out  this  trail?"  John  asked,  gesturing 
along  it. 

Amy  looked.  It  was  a wide  gravel  path  that  disappeared  in 
tall  grass  near  the  river.  She  looked  down  at  her  shoes  and  then 
up  at  John.  He  smiled  at  her. 

"Come  on,"  John  said.  "We'll  be  closer  to  the  river.  Maybe 
we'll  spot  a good  fishin'  hole  for  your  dad." 

"Okay." 

Hand-in-hand,  they  headed  down  the  path.  Amy's  hard 
wooden  clogs  crunched  and  popped  the  gravel.  Soon  the  spring 
scents  of  budding  plants  and  barbecues  gave  way  to  an  organic 
pungence.  John  pulled  it  in  deep  and  smiled,  not  noticing  Amy  rub 
the  back  of  her  index  finger  under  her  scrunched  up  nose.  The 
trail  curved  and  dipped  behind  a crowd  of  brush  and  the  din  of  the 
picnickers  and  the  streets  behind  them  dropped  to  a hushed  mur- 
mur. The  river  spread  out  before  them;  high  and  chocolate  brown, 
the  spring  run-off  swept  over  the  river  bottom  in  great  swells  - the 
surface  a bumpy,  rolling,  expanse.  Away,  up-river,  Butterfield  Road 
crossed  over  a crumbling  concrete  bridge  dressed  in  rusted  fili- 
gree. 

Amy  stopped.  John  stood  beside  her  and  drank  the  scene 
in.  The  distant  traffic  noises  only  served  to  amplify  their  solitude. 
John  turned  and  smiled  at  Amy,  to  share  the  beauty  of  a wilder- 
ness in  the  middle  of  town.  Amy  returned  the  smile  and  squeezed 
his  hand. 

John  strode  forward,  eager  to  explore  along  the  banks.  He 
made  it  half-a-step  before  Amy's  grip  spun  him  around.  He  looked 
at  her  with  his  eyebrows  arched.  She  looked  down  to  the  path. 

The  gravel  had  ended.  From  there  on  it  was  dirt  - wet  and  puddle. 
John  looked  at  her  city  shoes  and  then  towards  the  river. 

"If  we  skirt  along  the  edge  of  the  path,  on  that  grass  there," 
he  said,  "we'll  be  all  right." 

Amy  looked  along  where  he  pointed  and  sucked  on  her  bot- 
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tom  lip.  She  looked  up  to  the  river  and  then  to  Jon;  his  eyes 
bright.  "Ja-ohn,  if  I get  all  muddy..." 

"Don't  worry.  The  grass'll  keep  you  up  off  the  mud." 

John  stepped  down  the  path,  his  right  hand  wrapped  tightly 
around  Amy's  left.  Amy  balanced  the  tightrope  of  the  grassy  strip 
between  mud  and  brush.  A hundred  feet  along,  the  path  opened 
to  a small  hidden  prairie.  They  stepped  onto  the  firm  turf. 

"See... that  wasn't  so  bad,  you're  not  muddy,"  John  said. 

Amy  checked  her  clogs,  "No... it  wasn't.  I think  my  shoes 
survi...John  look,"  she  finished  in  a fast  whisper. 

"Isn't  this  an  awesome  spot?"  he  said,  excited  that  she 
shared  his  love  for  the  outdoors.  His  eyes  slipped  from  the  rushing 
river  to  gaze  down  on  her. 

"Oooh,  John... look."  Amy  squealed  into  his  ear  and  then 
dipped  her  head  inland,  away  from  the  river. 

A duck  waddled  through  the  prairie.  A nondescript  brown. 
Regal  in  bearing:  its  head  held  high,  not  looking  to  the  right,  or  to 
the  left.  Shoulders  squared  to  its  march.  The  source  of  its  pride 
struggled  along  behind  it:  a string  of  ducklings  hopping  and  pulling 
their  tiny  yellow-tufted  bodies  over  the  uneven  ground.  Amy 
squeezed  John's  hand  and  bounced  up  and  down  against  his  arm. 

John  had  felt  Amy's  hot  breath  in  his  ear  and  her  soft  warm 
body  rubbing  up  and  down  his  arm. 

"Wow,"  he  had  said. 

"Yeah." 

John's  mind  wandered  from  this  memory  to  the  next,  con- 
necting the  dots,  until  it  returned  to  him  there,  sitting  on  the  base- 
ment stairs.  George  Thorogood  screamed  out  his  last  line  and  the 
silence  surprised  John.  He  turned  toward  the  door  and  through 
the  gap  under  it  saw  that  only  a few  pairs  of  feet  were  left  shuffling 
around  the  family  room.  He  stood,  climbed  the  last  few  stairs,  and 
opened  the  door. 

"Well,  well,  well,"  Nancy  said.  "If  it  isn't  mister  bad-to-the- 
bone  himself." 

"Hey  Nance,"  John  said.  "What  happened  to  the  Bunco 
Bunch?" 

"It's  nearly  10:30.  The  ones  who  aren't  quite  as  b-b-bad 
already  left." 

Amy  came  out  of  the  kitchen  and  saw  him  standing  - stiff  by 
the  stairs.  "John...?" 

"Wait  Amy,"  Nancy  said.  "Let's  ask  John  the  question  of  the 
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day." 


"No,"  Amy  said.  "I  never  told  him  - he  won't..." 

"John.  Here  it  is."  Nancy  paused  and  the  eyes  of  the  other 
Bunco  stragglers  speared  into  him,  eager  for  blood.  "Question. 
When  did  you  fall  in  love  with  Amy... strike  that!"  Nancy  looked 
around  at  her  crew,  giggling  with  drink  and  anticipation  - except 
Amy  stood  apart  and  twisted  a napkin  in  her  hands.  "Every  guy's 
answer  is  the  same  - the  first  knobber."  Nancy  absorbed  their 
snickers  and  then  went  on.  "When... the  exact  moment... did  Amy 
fall  in  love  with  you?" 

John  looked  from  one  to  the  next  and  then  his  eyes  bound- 
ed around  the  room,  seeing  things  he  hadn't  really  seen  in  years  - 
a cross-stitched  duck  family  over  his  chair,  a ceramic  mallard  on 
the  mantle,  the  duck  heavy  border  along  the  ceiling.  Then  to  Amy, 
who  shrugged  her  shoulders  and  gave  him  a tiny  smile,  her  eye- 
brows raised. 

"Answer,"  John  said,  "to  both  questions.  It  was  the  ducks." 
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Rear  View 

by  Joe  Benigni 


36 


Undercover 
Art  Operations 

by  Sarah  Lensink 

Smile  perks 
At  boy  in  white  shirt 
Unaware  of  the 
Shade-painted  leaves 
Across  his  back 

Working  strenuously 
Reading,  reading 
Writing,  writing 

And  I 

Drawing  drawing 
Smiling  smiling 
Laughing,  fun 
Stranger  startled 
-Late? 

Running,  run 
And  by  me 
passing 

Conceal 

From  boy  in  white  shirt 
Unaware  of  the 
Status  of  art 
I’ve  given  him 
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The  Mexican 
Coquette 

by  Keith  Barlog 

Exposed,  the  peach 
Silkiness  teases  the  air. 

Suspended  from  a nail, 

Her  sandal  dangles  serenely 
Like  a negligee,  straps  draped 
On  bare  shoulders. 

The  digits  play, 
marked  of  lacquer. 

Wave,  then... 

Signal? 

Shin  up  and  scale  onward. 

Thickening  ascent  toward 
Coiled  tendrils. 

A Pastoral  excursion  toward 
Mounting  inundation’s. 

Back  down  round  by 

Dip  of  spine,  the  softness  kind. 

Navish  terrain  marks  the 
Hub  toward  suckle 
Of  pouting  flesh. 

Gentle  curves  of 
Nature’s  nurture 
Proffered  for  solace. 

Her  messenger  iris 
Dominated  in  the  wake  of 
Lengthy  dipping  brows. 

Inside  lush,  outside  lean. 

Well  deep  stares  exhilarate. 
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A petite  simus 
Commanding  courtesy. 

Thin  upper  lip,  succors  to  pouting  other, 
Fairytale  hair,  a measure 
Of  deep  sighs  of  rapture. 

Like  a funeral  veil  it 
Trails... 

A lithely  step  away 
With  surge  and  sway. 

Right  hip  circling  to  ether  blue. 

Tight  buy  fleshy  a quiver  too. 

Smooth  Contrapposto  gait 
Urges  me  to  gravitate. 

Hesitation  and  spellbound. 

Of  her  sex. ..she  is. 
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Summer 

by  Shannon  Harmon 
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The  World’s 
Last  Tear 

by  Greg  Lyons 

Alone  I stand 
on  the  shore;  that  whore 
fondles  Dawn  to  night 
against  my  skin 

The  sun  sets  with 
I,  staring  thru  mine, 
listening  to  light; 
the  voice  of  rhyme. 

The  sky  stumbles 
asleep,  on  seemless 
seas,  longing  to  stay 
swallowed  in  dreams. 

The  restless  breeze 
gently  wrestles  to 
breathe  the  loneliness 
of  weary  scenes 

I close  my  eyes, 
tears  wash  my  feet 
and  the  lonely  sea, 
falls  down  my  cheek. 


41 


Liar’s 

Holiday 

by  Thomas  Struska 

Charles  always  knew 
the  least  line 
of  bullshit 
was  the  truth 

most  times 
a lie-lined  ride 
down  dead  avenue 
darkened  streetcorner 
silhouettes 


I found  you 
in  silk  stream  silence 
a breath  upon  the  screen 
a light  upon  a grim 
gray  against  the  night 
a moon  rising 
with  darkened  circles 
beneath  it’s  eyes 
the  smiling  face 
showing  strain 
waiting  for  an  opening 
a pause 
in  the  otherwise 
misinformed  channels 
bleating  through  speakers 

a long  chalk 
for  anyone  unprepared 


for  the  idiot’s  seige 

Crosstown 
a foul  wind 

carries  from  the  south 
down  near  the  refineries 
smokestack  oil  flame 
from  the  passenger  side 
of  double  nickel 
a throwback  to  66 
dirt  industrial  pickings 
ripe  for  the  plucking 

the  least  line 
of  bullshit 
is  the  closest 

most  ways 
wheels  spinning 
old  rubber  asphalt 
a leap  of  faith 
on  the  hard  edge 
back  where  it  all  began. 


Flirt 

by  Jennifer  Haniger 
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Ends 

by  Richard  Mattas 


Ends  arrive. 

With  a splash,  explanation  point,  abruptly. 
Or  with  a long  tail,  final  chapter,  slowly. 
And  sometimes  they  just  happen 
Unplanned,  unintentional. 

With  ends  come  beginnings- 
The  proverbial  fork  in  the  road. 

One  path  leads  to  conformity  while 
The  other  beckons  with  heart. 

Some  lost  their  heart  long  ago, 

So  the  choice  is  obscured. 

But  where  passion  remains 
So  does  the  bend  in  the  road. 

Sometimes  logic  fails 
For  a purpose. 

Farewell  to  those  along  the  way. 

I will  not  forget. 

Once  the  heart  prevails 

Ends  are  welcomed 

For  the  beginnings  they  bring. 
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Viewing  the 
Jade  Bitter 
Gourd  at  the 
Palace  Museum 

in  Taipei 

by  William  Marr 

Despite  their  sweet  aftertaste 
my  wife  refuses  to  include  bitter  gourds 
in  her  menu 

Standing  in  front  of  the  glass  case 
I watch  my  favorite  delicacy 
simmer  in  the  slow  flames  of  time 
while  the  tip  of  my  tongue 
swims  naked 
in  the  saliva 
of  her  memory 
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